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But the clarion call of the " voice by the cedar tree " singing
A passionate ballad gallant and gay,
awakens a love in the heart which revolutionizes and inspires the whole life. In Canto xi. my father expressed the longing for love in
O let the solid ground Not fail beneath my feet:
in Canto xvn. the exultation of love, knowing that it is returned:
Go not, happy day,
From the shining fields.
But this blessedness is so intense that it borders on sadness, and my father's voice would break down when he came to
I have led her home, my love, my only friend. There is none like her, none.
Joy culminates in " Come into the garden, Maud," and my father's eyes, which were through the other love-passages veiled by his drooping lids, would suddenly flash as he looked up and spoke these words, the passion in his voice deepening in the last words of the stanza.
She is coming, my own, my sweet;
Were it ever so airy a tread, My heart would hear her and beat,
Were it earth in an earthy bed; My dust would hear her and beat,
Had I lain for a century dead; Would start and tremble under her feet,
And blossom in purple and red.